RISING   TIDE	369
over forty years. Ahead, there was a struggle for which the nation
looked forward to Tilak and Gandhi.
On July 23 fell Tilak's sixty-fourth birthday. Congratulations
poured in from all over the country. He had just recovered from an
attack of malaria when a drive along the sea-shore of Bombay
brought him a chill which soon developed into high fever.
From Monday, July 26, his fever took a decidedly serious turn
and it developed signs of pneumonia. The whole of Tuesday was
a day of anxiety. Friends and relatives gathered to wait upon him.
He chafed his son for having run up to Bombay on this pretence
and his daughters upon being rather too fond of their parents' home.
He disdained to leave any instructions regarding his affairs, though
pressed to do so. <CI am not going to die these five years/' he said, "be
sure of that." Wednesday morning, the temperature was normal and
pulse regular. He asked for plain water and doctors gave him water
mixed with sugar. The patient suffering from diabetes for the last
fifteen years now lacked in sugar. Tilak jocularly remarked that the
Bombay Corporation must be suffering from diabetes to offer only
sweet water. Soon after, he got fever and his heart began to show
signs of weakness. He lost consciousness and became delirious. He
continued more or less in that state during the next three days.
Suddenly at 10,30 on Saturday night his heart began to show signs
of exhaustion and his breathing became hard. At 12.40 in the night,
August i, 1920, Lokamanya Tilak passed away. The last words he
uttered were: "Unless swaraj is achieved, India shall not prosper. It
is required for our existence."
Never before in the history of India was such nation-wide grief
witnessed. The first of August had been fixed for the inauguration of
non-co-operation, although the Congress had not accepted the
proposal so far. That very morning Gandhi accompanied by Jawa-
harlal Nehru reached Bombay after a tour in Sind. They joined
the huge demonstration in which the whole of Bombay's million
population seemed to pour out to do reverence to the great leader.
The funeral procession was very impressive, in which all classes and
communities participated. Tilak was a Brahmin and some of his
friends and relatives desired that only Brahmins should lift the
bier. When Gandhi came forward and bent low to lift up the bier
someone tried to obstruct him. Gandhi stood up for a moment and
said, "Public m<?h know no caste.*' He bent down again and lifted

